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Greco-Russe. Its members would not like to be made dependent 1853 on the Slavonic hierarchy even for the purpose of hastening their -return to the orthodox stalls of St. Sophia. . . .                                      ^T. 66
What I most dread in looking forward is a continuance of the present menacing uncertainty. On the whole it is the most likely course for the Emperor to take, if he does not choose to place himself among the tame elephants. The danger, expense, and annoyance, would press sorely upon the Porte after a time, and in a moment of impatience and alarm the coveted object might be irrevocably surrendered. Most sincerely do I hope that you may be able to fence off this evil, and the Emperor appears to have given you a strong hold of him by his frequent declarations of peaceful and moderate views given in his Sunday character of a gentleman and man of honour.
What is to happen Heaven only knows.     War I think impossible  To his ere be a grain of truth in the Emp be an occupation of the Principalities.
if there be a grain of truth in the Emperor's assurances, but there may   r
The Russians are still here, but they have declared the rupture of To the their diplomatic relations with the Porte and are preparing to be off samjrj in a day or two.   There is still a bare possibility of better things, and I am engaged in making a last effort, but the prospects of success are gloomy enough.    There will at all events be no war for the present, and that is something,
These are stirring and anxious times. . . . There is much reason To the for alarm, and the Porte is preparing for the worst.    I cannot make sam^? up my mind to believe in a declaration of war, but the Emperor Nic. may fly out in a rage and order some aggressive act just short of downright hostilities.   Let the responsibility lie on the right shoulders. The Russians have played a double game, and it was impossible for the Porte to accept their Ultimatum.   I have been writing and talking business since 6 this morning and it is now 6 in the evening.    The same about every day.
Exactly on this day  four  centuries  ago   did  Mohammed   II. ,  To the Mohammed Ghazi, batter down the walls of Constantinople, turn St.  sanY? Sophia into a mosque, and cut off one of the serpents' heads in the          ay
Hippodrome with his battle-axe. Twelve days more will bring us to the same anniversary, Old Style, and who can say what may happen between this and then ? . . . The Turkish squadron is coming up to take position in advance of Buyukdere Bay, and all sorts of rumours and alarms are afloat. What a snug place one might have for seeing the battle behind Cowley's column in the garden, and then I should
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